PRISONERS    OF    THE   ICE
3 the bounder.   But he forgets what a wheatfield
looks like.5
4 And your husband?*
4He is no good here. Can't get used to it. Works in the
sawing mill—all they use him for is to carry wood and saw-
blades. Probably he can't do anything else. His father
vvas a peasant, his grandfather was, and his great-grand-
father. None of them carried wood and sawing blades
round a factory. We had 20 cows, 29 horses,12 batraki (farm
bands—journeymen) and many many acres of land in the
south. What's the good of it now they have taken it away
from us?'
At this point a little girl, very neatly dressed, came out
of the house with the local news sheet in her hand and
began reading out of the paper to her mother.
'Leave me alone, Nadeshda, I don't care for these things.5
The mother turned to me again. 'Always pesters me to
listen to her reading the newspapers. What has it all got
to do with me? All right for her. She can read. They tell
her what it's all about in her Communist babies' club. But
I—I hate to be made a fool of by my own children.5
Then she turned to the child, looked at her half grimly,
half sadly, and said: cCome here, Nadeshda, pull your skirt
down. I simply can't keep that wench from running about
half naked since she's been to the camp in the south. Did
not do anything but bathing and playing football; now she
wants to show everybody she's got brown legs. Nobody
can get brown legs up here.5
'Mother is terrible5, it was Nadeshda5 s turn to appeal to
me. 1 cannot make a cultured person of her no matter
how hard I try. And I told you, matushka, that you have
all the gifts for becoming a knowing woman. It's not like
father, who is definitely too much of an old element to be
re-cast.5
"What about yourself, Nadeshda? What are your plans?5
I asked.
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